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yellow,, ill-looking baby " who took an inexplicable
fancy to a certain stone in the garden,, and refused
tc5\be quiet unless they sat on the uncomfortable
seared nursed her.

Knowmg (as did The Thoughtful Child} that ce the
right sort of people must expect children to sit on
them," she fortunately had a lap undisputedly her
own for her first two years. She had been her
grandmother's child from the moment the old
woman so unceremoniously shook her before the
streaming window on the night she was born in the
" Southerly Buster/5 Her father was ordered
" home " to England for a cure soon after her birth.
Since he could never think of going far without his
wife, Kathleen Mansfield was left in her grand-
mother's care. She was always to be more Mansfield
than she was Kathleen. Margaret Mansfield Dyer
was spiritual godmother to her, as well as grand-
mother.

Most children pass in the accepted manner through
the hands of the angel who (in the Garden Behind
the Moon where they shine the stars) wipes each
child's mind clean with a sponge when he reaches the
age of three. But there was one corner in the mind
of Kathleen Beauchamp which never was erased. It
was the memory of a morning two days before her
second birthday :

cc Things happened so simply then, without pre-
paration and without any shock. They let me go
into my mother's room. (I remember standing on
tiptoe and using both hands to turn the big white
china door-handle) and there lay my mother in bed
with her arms along the .sheet, and there sat my
grandmother before the fire with a baby in a flannel
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